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Author's Notes: 
Just something | jotted down while going nuts over 2Times. Not great, | know, but its my second favorite 
pairing in slash, so | posted it anyway. 


| can't come. 
No, | could, but | don't want to. 


The crazy slut is yanking on a fistful of my hair, moaning while | fuck her against the back wall of the closet. | 
wish -she'd- just fucking come already. 


| never thought I'd get bored mid-fuck. But this fucking girl.. She's a fucking slut, and she screams loud enough 


to make my ears hurt. | don't want to fucking come in her. I'm bored, and | want to have fun. 


| pull out of her, and she makes a mewling sound of protest. "Nikki, baby, don't tease me." 


"Stay here." | lace my leathers up, uncomfortable though it is. "I gotta take a piss." 

"Nikki..." 

| ignore her, slipping out of the closet and closing the door behind myself. Shit, it's too fucking bright out here 
after the darkness of the closet. | squint, searching the room. Vince is nowhere to be found-probably in a 
similar situation as mine and loving the hell out of it-but who cares about him? | spot a tall, dark head over 


the crowd and push toward it. 


"Hey, dude" Tommy grins, tossing back the last of a glass of whiskey. His free arm is looped around some chick 


with tits the size of birthday balloons. "What's up?" 


He's wearing all his makeup-God only knows why-and his face is creamy white, dark eyes lined, lips red. 


Excitement flushes my system. Fuck, yeah, this is what | wanted. | smirk. "Want to try something?" 

Instantly, his goofy grin twists into an apprehensive expression. "Like what?" 

Last time | said those words, he ended up handcuffed naked to a hard wooden chair. | sucked him off and then 
left him there for five hours, until Vince came home and laughed his ass off before releasing him. He's not so 


much into cuffs anymore. "C'mon, Tom. You'll like it." | smile, but there's no friendliness in my stare. "I promise.” 


He leans down and mutters something into the chick's ear, and she scowls and saunters off. "No cuffs," he 


says under his breath 
‘Nope’ 

"No chains, no rope?" 
"Have a little faith" 

He rolls his eyes. 


"Come on" | move back toward the closet, the anxious Tommy in tow. Outside the door | pause. "Don't say a 


fucking word once we get inside. No talking, no sounds, nothing. Just get in there and fuck her." 
"What?" His eyes go wide. 
"Don't play shy." | clamp a hand over the crotch of his leather pants. "I know you're a fucking slut." 


And just as | ordered him, he doesn't make a sound as | drag him into the closet and shut the door, blanketing 


us in darkness. 


"Nikki?" the girl calls. 


"Right here, baby," | purr. 
"| missed you," she giggles, and | wonder just how trashed she is. 


"Hang on a sec." | can't see anything in the dark, but | can feel the heat of Tommy's body right behind me. | 

grab him, fingers working at the lace-up front of his pants. His cock is already halfway hard when | pull the 

pants down to his knees; it only takes a few quick jerks to get him ready. Fingers touch my face, but | brush 
them away as | turn him to face the chick. | plant a hand on his ass and give him a shove. He takes the hint. 
The next thing | hear is the chick's moan, and then the wet slide. 


"Oh, Nikki..." 


My dick is so fucking hard; boredom is ancient history. | move up right behind Tommy, pressing against his 
back, hooking my chin over his shoulder. One hand slides down the crease of his ass, a finger working its way 
inside him. He makes a funny little shimmy that's more backward motion than forward, and | grin through the 
dark. In and out, add another finger, search inside him..there. He shudders. 


The chick's breathing harder; she better the fuck not come before l'm finished here. | open my leathers 
quietly, and guide my cock to Tommy's ass, nudging his legs open just enough. | could loosen him more, but l'm 
not wasting the time. Besides. Tommy's into pain. Just ask any chick who's been left sore and tied up around 


the Motley house. 


| shove home. This is the test. If he screams, if he so much as groans, she'll know. But he only stiffens, body 


becoming a living statue. Not a sound escapes him. 


He's making it harder on me. | give him another push, and he gets my message, making a brave attempt to 


relax, while beginning to fuck the girl slowly. 
She moans. "Harder, Nikki. Like before." 


‘Mmm, yeah, baby, just hang on" | inch back, then slam in again. This time | know Tommy wants to yell. He 
tenses up and clamps down around me. But to me it feels like fucking great, just shy of actual pain. My fingers 
dig into his hips. Don't fuck this up, Tom, or I'll make you sorry. 


He moves, starts driving into her in long, hard thrusts. | match his pace, angling just right, and soon, the pain 
tension has ebbed away and he's shuddering again as he rocks back and forth between us. Told you you'd like 
it, baby. 

"Yes," the chicks gasps. "More, Nikki, more. Oh my God, yes!" 


Can't she hear us? | can hear the wet, sucking, thrusting sounds as Tommy fucks her; why can't she hear me 


pounding into him from behind? She's even more wasted than | thought. 


Who gives a fuck. 

Tommy's squeezing down on me, intentionally | think. | taught him that. It means he's close and he doesn't want 
to leave me behind. | slam into him, lose myself completely in him. The girl's crying out-she must be coming- 
but l'm still fucking Tommy, and he's still fucking her, whether she came or not. She doesn't matter. He 


matters and | matter. 


It's a good thing we're leaning against the wall; if we weren't I'm sure we'd have stumbled and fallen to the 


floor long ago. The chick would know what was happening then, because no way in hell would | stop. 


I'm so fucking close, all | can do is thrust into him again and again, listen to his breath panting out and hide the 
sound of mine by pressing my face against his back, muffle it in cotton 


He comes, back arching, and his hand grabs onto not the chick, but me, fingers reaching back to squeeze my 


thigh painfully. It's a trigger; | stroke in once and let go, shooting into him. 

Fuck, yes. 

His hand still has a hold of me, but he's disentangling himself from the chick, who's just leaning against the 
wall, gasping in ragged breaths. | pull out of Tommy and lead him further back into the closet. There's what 
feels like a scarf hanging from a pole running across the ceiling, and | grab it, swiping it over Tommy's ass and 
thighs to catch the stickiness trickling out of him. He's pliant in my grasp, my very own six foot lamb. | kiss 
him, just a quick brushing of lips, and pull his pants back up. This time when he reaches fingers to my face, | 
let him. He traces my cheekbones, my jaw, my lips. 

"Nikki, baby? Where'd you go?" 

| back toward the door, tugging Tommy along with me. "Gotta run, babe. I'll see you around" 

"Nikki," she whines. 

| haul Tommy outside and drop his hand. We shuffle along side by side, both of us blinking in the bright lights. 
"Want to get a drink?" he asks. 

"No." | lean against the arm of a couch, glancing around the party. Not much happening. "Want to go home?" 
He shrugs, smiling halfway. He'll be dopey for another hour. "Okay." 


"Let's go." | lead the way, and we wander outside. "We have to stop at the store." 


"What for?" 


"Whipped cream. And handcuffs." 


He groans, and | smirk. 


